looked round enquiringly as I resumed my seat.   I was
almost speechless.
" Doesn't he know any hotels ? " Elsie asked a little
petulantly.
" Try him yourself/' I suggested.
My wife pointed to the hotel. She touched our bags.
She gesticulated, as I thought, most eloquently towards
the rows of houses and shops. At any rate she made an
impression upon the man. He burst into a smile, waved
his hat, finished tying his lash, cracked his whip and off
we went. He pulled up at last outside another hotel. In
I went, hopefully. Out I came in a matter of thirty
seconds. I shook my head at my wife and pointed. There
was a row of voitures a hundred yards long, laden with
luggage, extending from the hotel entrance half-way down
the street. Her head drooped. In that moment of
despair I had an inspiration. I remembered Barcelona.
" Elsie," I enjoined, " put on your mink coat."
She looked at me as though I was raving.
" In this rain ? "
" Help Madame," I insisted, turning to the maid.
No one had any strength for resistance. I myself was
wearing an overcoat a little shabby, but after all it came
from Poole and it was well cut* I discarded my cap and
put on my hat; I also put on my gloves and held an
umbrella over my wife.
" The Ritz," I told the driver.
He was impudent enough to shrug his shoulders but
he cracked his whip and off we went again. The Ritz,
it seemed, was in the next street. We drove boldly up to
the main entrance. I pointed out the bags to the liveried
attendant and entered the hall. A tall pleasant-looking
man left his chair behind the desk and came forward to
greet us. I handed him my card.
" We want rooms, or a small suite for the night," I
told him. " I think I remember you from the hotel in
Paris, don11?"
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